ii4      THE BEAUTIFUL LADY CRAVEN
was a goodness of heart that pierced through his learning, and made him admired when he lost sight of it.
The great fault which I found with Johnson was the inveterate blame and contempt that he threw on all contemporary writers ; and as Lord Macartney was often at my house, I was frequently terrified lest he should tell the Doctor that I had ever written a line of poetry, or even that I could write prose. Lord Macartney's greatest delight was in tormenting me, by coming near the subject.
Johnson was bilious, and had the spleen ; for the long silence he often observed, alike with the wise or foolish, was sometimes broken by him in a manner unsought for ; as it was kept by him often in spite of all the endeavours of the wise or witty to break it. But when he did speak, what language he uttered, with what energy he defended virtue, with what comic satire he held up folly or vice!
I remember one day when vices were the topic of conversation, he chose to defend drunkenness as the most innocent of all; and, to illustrate and prove his argument, he supposed me to be walking in the street, and attacked by a drunken man ; he ended his narrative by saying, " She might push him into the kennel with her little finger; and how impossible it must be for a man to do much mischief, whom that little finger could repel! "
His biographers have combined to give the world every idle as well as sensible word he has ever spoken, and every trifling as well as serious action he ever performed : they have given at full length every little failing or defect. What character can stand against such a host of spies and informers ? and much less that of a man, who, with